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have no eaves so that in winter the snow piles up to the
gutters. They all have a glass conservatory which has to
be roofed with corrugated iron in the winter to prevent the
snow from breaking the glass, and they all stand with their
backs to the bay and their fronts to the mountain side which
rushes upwards immediately outside their doors, because if
you face south to get the sun in the northern hemisphere,
what more natural than that you should face north in the
southern hemisphere? A Union Jack flutters from a pole.
Here, in this square half-mile of England, live the magistrate
and two customs officers. There is a policeman who wears
a uniform when provoked and the rest of his time, most of it
in actual fact, does odd jobs around the place. There is also a
wireless station with two tall masts and a staff of three men.
Over at the whaling station the houses are built for snow
and have wide eaves as in Norway. There are the long
barracks for the men, there is a store and a cinema and a
church, the most southerly church in the world with a cross
upon it, but most important of all is the dominating yellow
and white villa where the manager lives. He has a suite
in the villa consisting of a sitting-room and a bedroom.
Here is every modern convenience, including an immense
electric stove which burns continually. The windows,
covered with lace curtains with bobbles, are never opened
and are largely obscured by a luxuriant growth of geraniums
climbing up them, carefully tended by a silent, unobtrusive
steward, who waters them continually. There is a horse-
hair sofa of the chaise longue variety, a table covered with old
English and Norwegian magazines, and a piano, on which
are three brass masts bearing the flags of England, the
Argentine and Norway. Pictures of whale-catching steam-
ships and one of Roald Amundsen adorn the walls. This chaste
abode lives in my memory as the scene of many impromptu
gatherings when Wheeler and I, feeling suddenly gregarious,
said, " Let's go over to the villa." We would find the cheerful
centre of this little world of horsehair and lace bobbles